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plenty. I used to bicycle over from Brede to lunch with him,
and linger far into the afternoon; or coming down by train
from London he would meet me at the station, take me to
Lamb House, give me food and philosophy and send me home.
The only time I ever found him absent he wrote in reply to
my complaint:
" my dear clare,
Your note has followed me. I am touched and horrified at your
having had to resort to the musty ' Mermaid ' inn for slaking thirst
and repose of body. I should have been so delighted to put you up
indefinitely had I only been where I had so much best have been.
I didn't mean to do it—to be away—and will almost never doit again.
And this is a very tiny absence, I return to-night for indefinite
fidelity, or rather (for that is vilely put) for the most definite
possible. . . . Make me another early sign, follow it up close."
Once, when we had been in London together, he came to
see me off at the station on my return to Brede. I had arranged
to travel with Perceval Landon, who had just returned from
Lhassa and who was on his way to the Kiplings, whose station
was the one before ours. " Uncle " Henry was much con-
cerned. HJe said:
" If you would rather not travel with that man, I will have
you locked in a compartment by yourself."
I had considerable difficulty in persuading him that I wanted
tremendously to travel " with that man." He was very
protective in the old-fashioned sense. I begged him often to
introduce me to his " dear friend Wells," and once when we
met in a crowd in Sargent's studio, Henry got up to welcome
a new arrival, and put his arm around him and ejaculated in
affectionate tones :
" My dear Wells ; my dear, dear Wells. . . ."
But he adamantly refused to do what I wanted.
In his own house one met a varied assortment of intellectuals,
but he was at his best, and I was happiest, when we were alone.
I meant to learn all I could from him, and metaphorically I
sat at bis feet in a mental attitude of adoration and humility.
But he considered that he, too, could gain from me a new
perspective through my modern vision. Ever so tenderly
and gently I felt that he was dissecting me as a specimen.
His unending question was always: What are you doing and

